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INFORMATIVE MOMENTS NEAR NO MAN'S LAND
Sot the Views of a Soldier, or of a War
Correspondent, Blasé from Many Battles:
Merely the Account of "An Lhiin- y*
formed American, Up Against y

/¦* I F^# a« rt^' DS-
ff'or for the First lime /. .

By DEEMS TAYLOR If) Vaguely, You Wonder What War Sounds
Are Like, This Is for You. It Is an

«v Answer to Your Wondering; Your
\ Own Story, as You Yourself

\Might Have Written It

Up TO the morning of December 8, 1

1 had nrrer heard a cannon tired,
cept in salute; I had never seei

..d wire entanglement, o

.>; 1 had never heard shells.

-oon of that same day I had seen and he
.hose things on a section of the Son
and I found that although 1 had b

; about this war and looking at picti;
re 'ban two years. I knew noth

'f most of its details I
no conception whatever. Wha'

'-rmed were wrong. By no stretch
. on, therefor«, can what folk

J war correspond«ence. A war i or

«ponder/, il presumed to have some fo
-e of what ha is going to see. I \

mH. In this respect, st least, I think I *

typical American.
It wa? *ho Germans, first of all, and not

".inch, wl ) gava ms my first realization
MtBSl warfare. We had left Amiene early

of us.four American?.
r and a Dans.together with Lieut

¦I d'A-, of the Genera! Staff, and Li«
.-»r.* R Our three limousines.or.ee p
.ate car.«, bjt now painted army gray wit!

-nout and bearing stencilled numb«
;wn their hoods.had ßtarted down the loi

«¡raifht road that used to lead from Amie
B Rtne, b it which now, if you followed it t

1 take yon straight into t

lathes. I shared a car with the Danish a

--e«pondents. Suddenly the Holland
p and peering out of the rain-mist

i-.med: "Voila des Allemands !"

Ihere Were Some Contented
Germans; They Were in France

! looked out. A squad of men, numberii
.*.«.-= a dozen, vrere repairing the roa

warded by a French soldier \-*ith a rifle ov

..der. They wore heavy, cowhide boo
-iched to th«rlr knees, and upon ea<

man's besa was a brownish-gray cap, virorles
l red band. Instead of overcoats th<
'ankstB over their shoulders, India

fashion.blankets of that same brownish gra
ar.d banded in black and red. So thepe wet

'-.ans! Two months before, when I he
*-:. men like these had been wall

*s about me, sitting i
^ling in the subway*-. And no*.

Ian were these.the very brothers of sonr
. that I had seen, perhaps wearing <1

of the Kaiser, mending roadways
prisoners of war in France. For t'r

"rst time I really began to accept this war a

A fight does not become re¡

mtu one has seen both combatants.
These men did not seem sullen and «'espaii

.agine«! war prisoner
-¦ Oh the contrary, they look-

e of them, a boy o

about nineteen, grinned at me as we flashe
P»st I thought that perhaps they w«

m be well out of it Later I was sure the;
*trt.

Lnpleasant Saggestiveness
(>i a Steel Helmet
And now we began to pass army camions, a«

¦-tream of them; great gray motoi
fed over with colored canvas a pro

htfiti against aeroplane observers. EacV
en itencilled upon its side the symbol of ¡ti

.".¦ion, or squadron.s swan, an owl, tho Ga'
.* tod, a yacht in full sail, a silver comet
nW % green star for a hsad. One group dis
"¦»red s huge black question mark within a

-de.
()n they came, jolting, splashing, thunder-

.'*". hundred» of them, rmtU one's eye« grew
'"-» of them and ons began to wonder if there

more left in the woTld. And on w«

*r stretr.hea of road bordered by thin,
¦'¦r»i*"bt rows «jf tree»; past muddy beet fields
¦«. barrent, h«*-ap«d and turfed for the win-
*t looked for all the world like hug« golf

past flocks of aheiep and herds of cat
'-* »ith hahneted soldiers to tend thamj

'."with villag-sa whose only fnhabitanta aeemsd
-' be the soldiers who loanged along their stngls
-,e*t8 and stared at us.

*'¦ »as at the headquarters of General A-
a! they gave us helmets. I had known

hat we were to wear them, but ac

old one in my hands wan disquieting
A wearing it carried such a sinister

As a piece of workmanship, this
r*nch risqua is beautiful.eteel rim and

v smooth and painted "borison
ae-" With a eteel nb to -stiffem th* crown

k leather lining to make th« helmet
mfre snugly and easily opon the head.

/'''"* was too short and too wide, and an

¦* " «'-ved me how I c-ould alter its shape
t-^^f^n my knees.

'
' «' can bend the thing," I thought dis-

what good would it be against a

R i" Steel ;s tough, even if it be flexi-
d 1 saw many a casque later whose

""'*." crown (poke eJo-troently of the bullet
f «-*>r fragment that it hod turned.
A n«w membe-r now joined the party, Cap-
*¦ A- -, who w-a* te «take us to th- trench««,

a fourth car was add«
to the procession, ar

we moved off. l or tl
«¦nsuing few minutes
vas too busy trying t
make my casque fit
nay any attention to th
road. Just as I got
adjusted to my satit
faction we stopped in
muddy field. Here w
went underground t

.«I A-'s battl
headquarters, where h
and his staff live, ii
close toncfa wi'h th

while an attaci
is in progress. It wa

an astonishing aubtei
ranean residence, on«

hundred metres Ion*
by about ten wide, dr\
and warm, with floors

an«! ceiling ol

timber, and COI
offices, sleeping room*

and a telephone ex¬

change. In the last
were two soldier-oper¬
ators, working as un¬

concernedly as though
they had been in a hotel
instead of und«il
al metres of solid ea-'.i.
On second tl
though. I think perhaps

the thought of
!

solid earth that made
them unconcerned.

It was when we

emerged that I firs'
heard the guns. Some
where to the east a bat
tery of French "TfJ's"
were firing intermittent¬
ly, and they were my
introduction to the
sound of artillery in ac¬

tion. Almost every one

who has ever written
about war at all h .
tried his hand at de
scribing the sounds o

war. All my life 1
had been reading of the
"boom" and "roar" and
"thunder'1 of artillery.
What I actually heard

.f distant
metallic crash. I
thought of a tin roof
falling. L'ut this wa

a more animal sou mi.
Like a brazen dog bark¬
ing. . . Not that my
description is any more

accurate than any one

else's; perhaps no two

people ever hear alike,
any more than they BBS

alike.
We started on again.

There were no more

camions on the road
now. Once in a while,
in a deserted field be¬

yond a ditch, there
would be a sudden ir
rational eruption of
barbed wire entangle¬
ment.an acre or two of it, cti-is-M-j-osaed and

gridironed among stubby wood-sn posts. But

that was all. Everything else was mod, and

rain, and mist, and loneliness-- and always, to

the east, the guns.
We came to a town. It was good to see

houses again. But where were the people? The

streets wer*/» empty, as were windows and

doorways. I saw a shop, with the familiar
"Tabac" sign over the. door. But the door¬

way, hospitably open, showed a bare and ten-

antless interior.

There Are So "Merry Villagers"
In the Villages of the Somme

Suddenly I realir«ed that something was

wrong with the buildings. There was no glass
in most of the windows, for one thing, and

many of the roofs had tiles missing. We

passed a garden wall. There was a jagged
opening in it, through which one of our ears

might have passed. On« house had a clean,

round hole in ite side, aborxt a rnetre in diame¬

ter, and when I looked through it I saw that the

house was no more than a shell. There were

no floors inside, no -rooms, no furniture. Just

rubbish ... a pile of rubbish neatly
heaped against a chimney.
The car gave a sudden lurch as it struck

a «<*oft spot in the road, a spot ne-wly m4fnded.
The white wall of tfie house we were passing
was all poppered and scarrtîd with black

splashes.mud, I thought at first. The«»

splashaa went high up along the wall, and they
r-iachad almost to the --round. The -"-ooden
«nutters error the -t-dndo-ars were -"-plashed, too.

" L U NAH LAND S G A P E "

That is what the French soldiers call a field scarred with shell-holes. Above isa real lunar landscape, a photographic
view of the mysterious craters of the Moon. H4>w far the French are justified in their metaphor

may be determined by a comparison of the two picture**, the Moon and No Man's Land

And suddenly I realized that these .«-pots were

not mud at all. They were holes. I fmin«!

myself wondering if they we-nt rloan through
the« shutters, and whe«ther a man could crouch
low enough to escape what had cruise«!

. . .

W« left the town behind. And now, in the
fields alongside, «"sometime* on the edjjc of the
road itself, I bejran to notice shallow pita. Some

of these were very shallow, indeed, and only a

yard or two across; other were deeper and
mutth wider. All were quite round. Many
were worn smooth by the rain and had tufts
of grans {Trowing* in them ; but others were raw

and new. They had not been there long.
perhaps only a day or two.
We stopped. At the left was a little wood.

while on the ripht a shallow trench writhed
«ut of si**rht arross the fields. The cars were

-ked be.«*i<ie the wood. They could g-o no fur-

ther; we arast walk the r«*-t of the way. The

«-round was fairly solid underfoot, so we did
take to the trench at once, but set off be¬

side it, through the open field.
Just then I heard the most unpleasant sound

in the world. It was not a scream, and it was

not a hiss. It started very faint and far away,

and almost before my ears had caught the
fact that, there was a sound it was overhead,
almost intolerable in volume. It was a sort of
1 s S S H !.more like a rocket than anything
else I can think of; but a bijrger rocket than

any one ever aaw, and «going ao fast that it

ripped apart the air through which it passed.
From the wood across the road, about a hun¬
dred yards away, came a loud, flat BANG, and

a fountain of nrud and sticks spurted up among

.he trees.
'Four-inch H. K," murmured one of the

Americans, who was a Wwt Point graduate.

Those who know Deems Taylor do not think of him as a war corre- 4

I »pondent. But because they do not think of him as a war correspondent,

j«' they will be all the more eager this morning to read the kind of war

correspondence which Deem« Taylor sends. Let him speak for himself,

quoting from the letter which accompanied his manuscript: "Inclosed

is the story of the Somme trip. I tried to keep it as 'ignorant' as I could.

to make it the story of an average uninformed American, up against war

for the first time. That's exactly what I was. anyway. It was rather ex¬

citing. I came within an ace of hein*- under that last shell. I didn't feel ,,

anything at the time, but I'm scsred to death now."
*a

" m A

l'ut he did not have t«
fell me. I had nevei

heard that loand in IB]
life before, but I re«-

ogni/.ed it. Nor «ii«
Lieutenant R- nee«

to tell me to "get
down." I began to en

tertain a profoun«:
espect for the ^'-e

casque I was wearing
¦ry weight was a

reassurance.

That shell made m«

realise why nobody has
ever quite succeeded in
giving any adequate
conception of the
sounds of war. How
can one? Some one

<«nce said that the most

impossible task a man

could attempt would be
to try to describe an

««range to an Ksquimau.
Y©U cannot describe
the unknown except in
terms of the known,
and there are no term*

of the known in which
to describe war. I wish
I could really convey
the sound of that she1!
.just that one shell.
But I can't.
"We must get into

?he hoyan." said the
captain. So down we

clambered, and before
we had gone many

yards a second shell
.ame overhead and

almost, where tho
first one had. I sup¬
pose every one wonders
how he would behave
under certain imagined
conditions. I know I
had. As we crouched
to avoid possible splint
ers from the shell
i there were none, of
course; it was too far
away, and the ground
was wet) I remember
thinking: "Well. well.
I always did wonder
what war would be like.
And here I am in a

communication trench,
with shells bursting
near by. And I'm not

frightened a bit.only
excited How Interest
ing!"
But interesting or

not, it was disconcert¬
ing to have a third shell
burst, not in back of
ui, but somewhere
along the line of the
hnynu liefore us. The
officers held a brief con-

aultation, and decided
to wait. "It is not a

bombardment," they
aaid. "It Is too early
in the day. Jurt ran¬

dom ahells. It will
step."

It did stoo. We wait
ed a few minutes, and aa no more shells cam«-

«rtarted again. The boyau, only waist deep at

first, began to grow deeper aa It went on. It
was Just wide enough to allow two men to

squeeze past each other. To our right along¬
side ran a mass of telephone wires, looped an«l
strung over anything that happened to be

handy.projecting stones, twigs, root.«, wha*
not. It looked like a hopeless mass, and it
would have reduced a lineman to tears; but
I suppose it worked.
We walked upon a boardwalk made of rar

row croupieres nailed over parallel stringers,
like a grating, and laid upon the floor of the
trench In two metre lengths. I'nder that were

mud and water. I had never seen such mud
so soft, so sticky and so much of it. It -v,».-

everywhere Kvery ten yards the mixture
w.'iM lie deep enough to float the boardwalk,
.«o that when you steppe down the walk would
slide away from you. Then you would plunge
ankle deep into a sort of earthy cream, or fall
up against the ¡--ide of the trench and get mud¬
died in a fresh place. In five minutes I was

plastered to the knees. I got my hanas full
of the stuff, and everything I touch* d a'*e-
that I smeared with i*.

The Author Ascertains Why the

Boyau Is Sever Straight
Even at its deepest the hoynu was not quifr

over the heads of the tallest. It had been

dug with such nie*» calculation that the tops
of our helmets showed above it. We w-rs

B-kvfe enough, for the «-asques would deflect any¬
thing und-*r a large shell fragmen*. ar.d the

. or four inches of digging thus «s e;

most have meanf a total saving of hours of
iuUir.
The hoyan ItOTOr remained -rtraight for m«vrt>

than a few yards at a time, always twistinf
: írnirig. doubling upon it «elf. I soon ]<¦¦' a

sense of direction. The trench was too deep
to see out of by now, and I had no idea whethe-
the road was behind us. a* »he mH« or hefor«-
us. I had known vaguely that çommur

'reri'-hes 7.igzagge*l in this wise -the aeroplane
photographs :n the magazines had leid I
much. Hut why I never knew, and even now

I could see no sense In i'. Whatever the reason

was, it must obviously be such an el-*n-«
principle of military engineering tha* I hao
always been ashamed to ask.

1 found out almost at once, and all by m\

¦elf Pee as we turned into a corner beheld
the trench had disappeared. The third shell
had fallen almo«**, into it. so that in the ground
besitk U w'as a wide crater of blackened earth,
while a «great pile of earth, still warm, lay
;ust where the trench had been. We had t«>

climb over it to pass. And suddenly I divined
that if a boyau were dug «straight a shell b
ing in or near it woul ' scatter fragnunts ',«

fifty or a hundre/d yards down i»-s length. \ -

boyaux actually are construct«*! any one wh-,
was not standing in the very section in a

the shell burst would be safe. Thus one learn*.

Like Icebergs, a Wood Is

Mostly Below the Surface
A little further on the stumps of big «

appeared in the walls of the boyn.i. an«l
ing up, I saw that we were passing through
what had been a wood. But there
left of it; just a splintered stump here an

there across the skyline. We, who were

ing underground past tha tangled clusters of
dead root*, were seeing more of those trees

than one walking overh«»d would have aeen.

Soon the trench grew shallower, and at length,
slanting abruptly upward, brought us to th«
surface by the side of a ruin«sd road. We wero

on the main str«set of I.ihons.
1 knew it was I.ihons, because I had lock.-.)

¡I up beforehand on the map. Von
on any fairly large map of France, a village
almost «lue wes* <>f (haulnes. about thn-e
metres away. When the Somme oft",
gan. in July, and the French bO| the
ilermans hack t«jwarii ( 'hauli.es. Lihottl
between the lines. When I saw H >¦ I'tvember,
therefore, it had been under shell fire for five
months. I cannot describa the toivn. 1
is nothing left, to describe. Of mo«' of th"

thin«gs 1 saw that day I have a more or lean
vivid recollection; bat I.ihons remains a:-
a 'dark in my memory. Part of a -

chimney and a bit of plaster wall. 1
roed, down which a Midier was ,-a--

¡rails, and stuff lying on the groun«!. And I

think there was smoke somewhere; a maibu
cooking something in the ruins. That I* all I
remember of I.ihons.
We crossed the roa<l and reéntered the bo

Already we had begun to see soldiers, and now

.hey met us at every turn. We would see them
coming toward us around comers, pipe in
mouth, carrying boards, or shovels, <>r be
Kxcept for their uniforms, they did not

like soldiers at all. They looked like laborer«
At one point in our journey we passed a

traverse where a pick ami three shovels
propped up against the side of the tre-im
Their owners were nowhere to be seen.

America's Idea of a "Fight¬
ing Man" Is Out of Date
"Out to lunch," some one remarked, s v.»

all laughed. It did look like it. T-
t.he journey I don't remember seeing one man

with a rifle in his hands. Most of them we--e

small men, too. It was difficult to think of
them as fighters. That, of course, Is because
the American conception of the "fighting man"
is out of date. It is as obsolete as our

marines. There i« not much opportunity in

this war for the brawny giant who can

his weight in wildcats. If there were the 11 |i
sian army would be in Berlin. It's smmm
tion. brains and courage. These Frenchmen
were fighting men of the bloodiest war in hi«
tory, a war whose battles were lasting month*
instea«« of days. Now the:-e was a lui1.
they were repairing trer.rhe«., taring I ¦¦

walk, building dugouts and flattening them
selves obligingly against muddy boyau w .

to let us pass.
We were nearing the end of our | urne-

At one corner a neatly lettered sigmboard met

us. It read: Roynu Vu-for Huge); ">«->»
''A t «ine«.

We passed this, turned to the left and en¬

tered a second line trench. It was deeper than
'he beiyau and a little wider, and its «idea a\s*-9

¦* «v Pagouts were hollowed in thee«» -

«nored and timber»*! r«s of
n smoking and talking, cooking or p'av

mtr ear«i« !' all l«-x->ked rery «n«ig Mid do
inaolli. and I should have liked to «ri.«.;» one nf
tits (tagovts. But the captain began el ¦ Kg
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